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ADVERTISEMENT. 



as 



Tjste Author of this Volume deems it 
incumbent on him to declare^ that the Poem 
on Fowling was written^ without any view 
to publication^ during the various hours of 
leisure^ afforded by his distant removal 
from the tiresome tumults of public society. 
Under the sanction of a few friends^ he has 
been induced to submit ity with its many 
imperfections^ to the inspection of the 
public; and will think himself amply re- 
muneratedy should it be found sufficiently 
interesting to engage the attention of the 
reader. 



PREFACE. 



A Gonntry life, a passion for rural sports, 
and the beauties of Nature, gave birth to 
the following Poem, the intended vehicle 
of perpetuating the memory of scenes and 
pleasures congenial with the Author's dis* 
position and habits. Mr. Somerville's ex- 
cellent poem, The Chace, afforded, at once, 
an incitement and an example. But, in the 
execution of his plan, the Author has ven- 
tured to differ, essentially, from that gen- 
tleman. He has not enlarged his work by 
the introducti(Mi of i^iy foreign modes of 
shooting, and he has avoided all extraneous 
ornaments, and classical allusions. It was 
a home scene he wished to delineate, and 
Nature and Sport were to be the only figures 



PREFACli. 

in the picture. To those who have felt a 
congenial ardour in the pursuit of their fa- 
vourite sport, through every season, this will 
hardly appear to be a disadvantage. They 
wiU meet with scenes which, without being 
precisely the same, will, by a striking re- 
semblance^ produce the pleasing recollec- 
tion of many fiuniliar to them : And they 
may be led to enhance the pleasures of 
shooting by seizing the occasions so fre- 
quently presented, but generally over- 
looked, of indulging the purest and most 
delightful sensations arising from the con- 
templation of the beauties of Nature. All 
field sports have been often depreciated 
and censured, by a train of arguments 
always unjust, generally contemptible.— 
The Author wiU not here go over beaten 
ground in a formal justification of them ; he 
will not waste his time in combating preju- 
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dice and bigotry; on this head he is satis- 
fied with;the reflection he has made in the 
Poem itself, at the beginning of the first book* 
In troth, it is not for the nature and design 
of hi* work that the Author feels any ap- 
prehension; it is the execution, alone, of 
the work which creates a considerable de- 
gree of anxiety in his breast. The opinion 
of an Author himself can never be relied on 
with safety— the opinion of his friends is 
little less hazardous. The opinion of the 
public is the justest, as well as the surest 
test of his merit or demerit. The Author 
of the following Poem will not follow the 
hackneyed mode of imploring favour, or 
deprecating disapprobation. He will not 
disgust the liberal mind by meanness and 
servility. The illiberal he is proud enough 
to deem beneath his notice ; and were he to 
address it at all, it should be not in his own 
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words, but in those of the author to lyhom 
he is already indebted for a motto; who, in 
the 17th letter of the 6th book, has forcibly 
comprbed, in a few words, all that could 
possibly be said upon such an occasion. 
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BOOK I. 

GROUSE SHOOTING. 



Th£ pleasing labours of the sylvan war 
Wag'd by the fowler on the feather'd race 
Through the reyolving seasons^ summer's heat 
And winter's cold, I sing. Assist my song 
Nature, great goddess^ and if still thy pow'r 5 
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From the first iawti of feaftOn Jliy rapt soul 
Has duly own'd, if ever to ihj name, 
Midst woods and nvilds and streams^has offer'd up 
With sacred rapture tows and incense meet 
On altars net er rear^d hj human hands, 10 
Breathe thy blest influence on my rising strain ! 
LoTers of Nature, and the cheerful sports 
Her wide domain affords ! whether the chacc 
Fill your whole souls, or the swift silent folk 
That dwell beneath the wildly wand'ring streams 
Oft mixing with the main, call forth your skill, 16 
Attend my layj let no umgen'rous pnd«, 
No narrow prejudice forbid your hearts 
To sympathize with mtoe, for I your sports 
Admire land love. Oft «t the dawn of day, M 
Rous'd by the :cheeffHl hoi;ii> ingr boanditif; steed 



VOWLINa* 5 

ReceiTts me eager through the doabling chace 
O'er hiUfl and vaks and far extended plains. 
Or deep entangled depth of woods remote. 
With jojOBS heart to press the flying prey* 26 
Nor less when genial spring reyif es tiie world 
And rising in a robe of fleecy doads 
Spun bj the dewy fingers of the south, 
The sun b^ins his course, with silent «tep 
Along the riYer's misty banks I stray 30 

By many a pebbly ford, of rushing Ml, 
Or still deep pool by crowding alders screened. 
And firem his chrystal bed die iq[>otted tro»t 
Solicit, or the salmon sil?er bright 



But flhief ye brother sportsmen to my song 35 
'GiYe ear; ye, who the far resounding gun 
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O FOWLING. 

And faithful dog attending, loYe,— who chase 
Nor o'er the earth, nor through the wat'ry plains 
Tour game, but through the spacious realms of air 
Pursue it, and when yainlj deem'd secure 40 
On wipd-swift pinions borne, with steady aim 
Unerring hurl it to the ground, attend! 
Whilst by experience led, the Muse unfolds 
Tour eyer-Yarying sport ; nor that alone, 
But ev'ry rural charm shall she pourtray : 45 
Now pausing on some mountain's brow sublime. 
Now in some silent glen, or at the source 
Of some clear nameless stream, the while she marks 
Around her rise ten thousand sights and sounds 
Unseen, unheard, unheeded, and unknown ; 50 
For she has witness'd oft the earliest dawn 
And latesit dose of day, with CT'ry change, 



FOWLING^ 



Through ev'ry season beautiful aad new^ 
Of Yale or upland, field or forest wide. 



Gen*rons and bold as Taried is jour sport, 55 
Ye fowlers! manlj strength your toils require; 
Defiance of the summer's burning sun 
And winter's keenest blast, of hail or storm, 
Of ice, or driviog snow ; nor must the marsh 
That quivers to your step deter you, nor the 

brake 60 

That seems impervious, in whose thorny depth 
You struggle long, and lose the cheerful day, 
'Till bursting through, again the sylvan scene 
Tranquil and smooth re-opens to your view. 
Well are those toils repaid, when by your side, 
Or underneath your crouchiog spaniel's feet M 

B 4 
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That strongly manifesU his eager joy 

With gestares doquent^ yoa view your prey 

With rapt'rous eye,—- or when at day's decline 

Tour bag wett filPd, with step sedate and slow 70 

Along the beaten village path you pass. 

As the light Kngers in the western sky. 

And see far off your dusky home arise. 



Be silent Prejudice, nor call our sport 
By any term severe ;^Bigot forbear ; 75 

Nor dare arraign us at your angry bar ! 
Has tiie Creator made, himself, the grant 
Of ev'ry living thing, fish, fowl or beast. 
To lordly man, and shall your vain decree 
Annul the grant? And ye, who proudly boast 80 
Of feelings delieate, and most refin'd. 
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Ye male or female sBHsiBiLirmv, 

Who shrisk and 8hndder at the fowler's sport, 

Yet from your doors unpitied, aDreliev'd * 
Turn the poor ret'ran, whose best blood has 

stream'd 8& 

For your security so ill deserv'd, 

Blush and be silent :— blosh again with shame 

When you reflect upon the cruel cates 

Your tables often yield^ with which the Muse 

Will not pollute her strain. One only hint 90 

ShegtYes; sportsmen, be merciful in death,. 

Nor ever let your prey breathe out its life 

In ling'iing agonies. Of this bo more! 

My eager Muse in?ites you to the field: 

What though beneath the lion's sultry siga 94 

The ferrid sun scorch the parch'd earth, abroa4 



10 FOWLING. 

Freely along the wide extended moors. 

And on the heath.clad mountain unconfin'd 

Refreshing breezes blow : thither the grouse 

My untir'd footsteps leads, and ere the dews 100' 

Colle6ied by the fost'ring night ha?e fled, 

I may remit my toil. O let the morn 

Te' sportsmen, let the fresh and wholesome morn,^ 

Whether in Summer's frolic robe array'd 

Or Winter's soberer garb, still call you forth 1 105 

And if the forespent night hayc witness'd nought 

But healthful fare, and modest temp'rate cups, 

Lib'rAl, yet chasteh'd, full without excess, 

No bell, nor loud alarum shall you need 

To rouse you from your sleep, refresh'd and clear. 

And ready for the field. Obserre the hea?ens; 111 

Ndr yet disdain the aid of the small tube, 
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Whose lAetal 8eositi?e enclos'd foretells 
The weather's changes. Should the low'ring skies 
And hollow winds proclaim approaching rain, 115 
Midway the mountains hunt : if wilder still 
Tempestuous gales and dri?ing mists pre?ail ; 
Still lower,-^but when all serene and fair^ 
The face of Nature nought but smiles displays^ ■' 
Then to the mountains' summits bend your way. 
As up the rugged path I press, how wide 131 
The prospect opens, but not here bedeck'd 
From Summer's yaried and fantastic loom, 
But clad in mantle coarse of sober brown 
And dusky purple mix'd : one homely hue 13S* 
Stretches unvaried round, sarc where some rock' 
Lifts it's grey forehead furrow'd by the hand . 
Of ruthless Time; or if the curious eye 
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A wider circuit take^ perchance it marks 
Upon the moorland's edge, (desenring note 130 
But as contrasted with the neighboring waste) 
The green potatoe-ground, with simple fence 
Enclos'd, and) at one end, tiie clay-bnilt cot 
Scarce from the heath distinguished ; not a bush 
SMters the bleak abode. No tow'ring trees ISS 
In these rude solitudes diffuse a shade : 
Their loss aot Mt, whilst my observant eye 
Polldws my ranging setters. How tiiey wind 
Along, the bending heath! and now they climb 
The rocky ridge, wheoe mid die broken crags 140 
The wiiortie's purple berries peep. <^ Take heed^ 
The pack is near at hand ; the wary dogs 
Draw aiowly on. They stand immoreablc. 
Backing the leader. Now my pulse beat quick 



FOWLING. IS 

With expe^tioii} but by pradkice tnun'd 145^ 
At once subside^ that coolneM may assist 
My steady aim* Meantime my weil-tanght dog* 
Enjoy their sett: I hie them in : the birds 
On sounding pinions rise, and with affright 
SwHt as the winds make off, yet not so swift IW 
But that the whistling shot o'ertake their flight* 
One flntt'ring beats the ground with broken wing 
A«d breast distain'd with blood; the rest fiur ofj^ 
Vxg'i on by fear, skim o'er the distant moors, 
'XiUbytiie.haae obicnr'd, my eye no more 155 
Dbcenis their flight. Vain is their hope of peace, 
Their hope of salsty Tain, tho' by no eyo 
Obeer? 'd, saretiie high tow'ring hawks, or larks, 
Thdr fdiows of die air; they drop at once. 
Then cow'mg run to where the buAy ling IM 
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Offers a shelter, or the deep black rat 
A safer seeming hold ;'— each for himself 
Seeks a retreat, where still and close he lies, 
The thund'ring gon yet sounding in his ears. 
Short is your respite! with sagacious nose 165 
My dogs far off shall wind you, 'till at length, 
Upon your foot advancing, they denote 
"IVith steady sett your hiding place. Again, 
yi»starting from the ground, where close they lie 
'Till the reloaded gun shall give them leave, 170 
They bound along, and spreading o'er the heath, 
^ith curding footsteps ply their busy work. 
Light is my heart .with joyful hope elate 
As I pursue their course; no careful thoughts 
Have room to enter : the cerulean sky, 17l| 
Th' unclouded sun diffuse a livelier joy; 
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The jety passing breeze, with breath as soft 
As jouthfal rirgins breathing purest love^ 
Whispers delight : nature and health and sporty 
Life's chiefest goods, are mine-— What need I 

more? 1$0 

There, where yon rising hillocks mark the spo^ 
I saw the pack with wings that seemM declin'd" 
And intermitted speed; not for from thence 
Perchance they lie ; ah no ! the rising ground f - 
Must hare deceiv'd m j eye. Push on my dogs ;185 
Their flight was furtl^er still. But Pero stands 
With head ere6t, his fellows strait proclaim ' ; 
The glad intelligence, distinctly borne 
Upon the bosom of the adverse gale. 
With steady pace )iow they draw on, and see 190 
How short that dog has tum'd ; with body curr'd 
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Almost a semicircle iheve he stands* 
Up springs the game, resounds the weU-MOt'dgtt^ 
A«sL the swift death seds np his swimming eyes. 
Soon faUs another, end another jet : 106 

Sgr better fortune favor'd one escapes ; 
"^he disappointment dwells not on my mind 
A momenit's space. I boast no magic pow'r 
Of nuiversal slaughter, nor pi^etend 
' A neyer failing aim. My soul abhons 200 

Xhe noisy braggart, who with ^ppant tcmgiie 
Rehearses deeds improbable, confirm'd 
With Joud attesting oaths, that but beget 
In the true sportsman's mind a stronger doubt, 
Of never missiug hand-r-of man j a bird 90i 

9 

By Tarious accidents and cros^ lost, 
{kime in imperrious brakes, others in doods; 
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And some with single pellet touch'd, that soared 
Aloft, and nerer more were seen-*a11 dead. 
Meantime th' unfurnish'd game-bag tells a tale . 
Of diff'rent import and well understood. 21 1 
Troth needs no varnish, nor our manly sport 
Affe6ied, frothy praise, and falsehood base. 
Now forward once again. Yon mountain's skirts 
Shall be our limits; cheerfully we dri?e 21 5 
Along the heath ; but from the cloudless sky 
The sun flames fiercely, and the subject earth 
Sickens beneath his noontide beam ; the scent 
Has greatly sunk j— Now break we off awhile, 
'Till his declining rays point more oblique 290 
And mitigated fervor rules the heav'ns. 
Meantime to some well shaded cool retreat, 
If cool retreat may on these wastes be found, 
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Retire we to repose our wearied limbs. 

And ease the panting dogs ; nor shall the tkne 325 

Be wholly wasted, since the scrip affords 

The jnst supplies that Nature's wants require. 

I pity much the man whose palate nice, 

And appetite deprav'd, can relish not 

A meal so humble ; he has never known 230 

A sportsman's ardour, nor his sickly taste, 

By choicest viands courted, ever kne\v 

The relish sport and exercise can give 

To coarser fare. On yonder rising ground. 

Where the huge mass of rocks, ledge upon ledge, 

Nature's own hand has pil'd, appears a seat, 236 

Which, as in scorn of mimic art, is form'd 

Quadrangular. In Fancy's airy dream, 

tt might be deem'd some giant's drear abode. 
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Wkhu, a turf of softer growtii appears, 240 
And frosher Tordnre ; the suspending rocks 
i^ord a welcome shade; no hnman foot, 
Saye^ liaply, of some brother's of the gnn, 
Has enter'd here ; yet here the prowling fox, 
When theft-concealing Night has yeiPd the world, 
With stealthy pace has pass'd : the wsury hawk 346 
Upon the topmost crag has chosen oft 
His safe and silent seat. Far other forms. 
As ynlgar tongues by Superstition sway'd 
Report, frequent these wilds ; for at the hour 250 
Of midnight, loud and fearful sounds are heard ; 
The heath hounds are abroad, th' infernal pack 
Driye o'er the trembling earth ; appearance strange 
And horrible they wear ;-— their headless throats 
Breathe Iprth sulphureous flames, nor ever cease 

c 2 
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Their dire discordant jells. Woe to the wretch 250 
Whose ears the sound inrades ;«-he flies amain ' 
With super-human strength and speed, yet oft * 
Stops, and his panting lungs perforce constrains 
To stay their hurried beatings, whilst he lists 260 
A dozen seconds, and again pursues 
His rapid flight. Yet mid these winding cliffs 
I view no tracks, nor shall I fear to draw, 
Lest foul infediion should have ting'd the wave. 
From yonder lucid stream, whose waters pure 265 
Shall temper well the else too potent drauglit. 
The rocky table spread with careless haste :«-> 
Come epicure, and see what it displays. 
Dost thou despise the sight? — depart, and seek 
Thy more luxurious but unenvied fare. 270 

Yet are there sportsmen, who this simple plan 
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Could never brook; who when thej take their way 
To fields or woods, their docile steed bestride, 

And issue forth, proud of the num'rous train, 
Horses and dogs and men : let each pursue ^5 
His fay'rite mode; for me, while bounteous Heav'n 
Accords me health, and my firm Trame retains 
Its wonted vigour, not the wealth of kings 
Should change my course, since the laborious toil 
Itself is pleasure, and rewards itself. 280 

Now let us view the spoil, erewhile we trust 
To be increased, the rufil'd plumage dress. 
Remove with careful hand the clotted gore. 
That so the maid, to whose lov'd name e'en now 
We lift the cup and breathe the heartfelt wish. 
As turning to the spot, in Fancy's eye 288 

Alone percei?'d, our stedfast gaze devours 

c 3 
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The pathless waste, may dread not to receive 
The off'ring destin'd to her snowy hand. 
Amusing sight! to see the prostrate dogs 290 
Rous'd from their unsound slumbers sit eredb 
Upon their haunches, and with high rais'd ears, 
And head one side declin'd, attentive mark 
My actions, as I turn the lifeless birds 
This way and that. Their eyes so bright of late, 
Surmounted by a brow of scarlet fringe, 296 
How dull and heavy now ! yet still their plumes 
Retain their colour, red and white immix'd. 
With transverse bars, and spots of sable hue. 
Most common these— yet grouse of other kind 
The fowler often finds, of larger growth 301 
And glossy jet, black-game or heath-cock 
term'd. 



Nor are the red on e? 'ry heathj moor 
Or rocky mouDtam found; full many a waste 
Wash'd by the southern or the western main, SOS 
Has ne'er recei?'d them, though abundant else 
In store of footed or of feathered game. 



But in the north the lovely race is found 

More frequent; chief where Scotia spreads at large 

Her heaths, her mountains, and her glitt'ring lochs, 

With piny forests interse^ed oft, 311 

PrimaBval Nature, simple and august. 

Beneath those deep and solitary shades. 

With natiTe freedom blest, the wild deer roves ; 

The ptarmacan and capperthaily there, 315 

Jealous and shy glide through the yerdant gloom. 
Upon some rocky mountain's ample side, 

c 4 
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His te&t the sportsman pitches ; day b j day 

flis joyous task porsnes, 'tUl other game 

CalJs him away to labours less sererc, 3^ 

Mid fertile fields and culti?ated plains. 

Should the young fowler haply wish to learn, 

How best success may crown his ardent hopes, 

When on the boundless waste or mountain wild 

He seeks the grouse, the friendly Muse shall 

guide 325 

His dubious 'course, and teach him how to speed. 

Laborious is the sport; no other chace 

Within the circling year demands such toil. 

With fiercest wrath the fiery orb darts forth 

Upon the languid frame, and ev'ry limb 330 

Isbath'd with copious dews; the rugged ground 

With tangl'd heath o'erspread, retards the steps ; 
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Whilst rising from the dusky plain immense, 
The rocky mountain lifts its frowning head; 
Full often to be scal'd, not without pain, 335 
Nor without danger always; rais'd aloft, 
The fowler on the craggy summit stands, 
And sees below the prospect stretch immense 
In the broad sunny glare : at once the heav'ns 
Are overcaiSt, and rising thick around, 340 

As by some great magician's potent wand 
CompelL'd^ or daemon of the troubled air, 
Qose vapourish mists obscure the darken'd sky. 
Tremendous roll the dusky volumes 'round. 
And thicken as they roll ; the well-known path 
Amidst the cliffs has vanish'd ; now no more 346 
The cliffs themselves appear ; to move is death I 
Silent and sad the fowler sits him down, 
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Nor ought avails but patience, 'till a gale 
Propitious, rising with its welcome wing, 350 
Disperse the baleful fog. But not the less, 
Te sporti?e youths, with fearlesi heart pursue, 
And manly, toil-strung limbs, the grateful chace. 
But when you seek your game, those hills attempt, 
Cloth'd with the thickest heath, whose shelt'ring 
sides 355 

From the sun's scorching rays, or parching winds 
Protect th' assembPd birds: when heat prevails 
With unabated and imperious sway. 
And the cleft earth gasps with deTOuring drought, 
The l^oUows, where the cool and clust'ring moss 
Proclaims the secret, subterraneous stream, 361 
Perchance your footsteps shall invade, the spot 
Where the shy pack their early meal have ta'eu ; 



In Tain you beat aronnd, jonr trusty dogs 
Labour in yain, and disappointed leare 365 
The tainted ground. Yon blame your tardy steps 
Or luckless stars^-^but would your eyes be blest 
With the glad sight of the quick springing birds, 
To yonder rir'let take your instant way, 
Whose lazy wave scarce wanders thro' the moor ; 
The feather'd fiunily there laye their bills, 371 
With jttiey berries stain'd and soil impure. 
And slake their thirst at wili. Spare not your toil; 

For oft the grouse shall quit their usual haunts. 
By wond'rous instinct taught, great Nature's 

work, 375 

Before approaching storms, though not a cloud 
Has dimm'd the heav'ns, and in their airy cayeg 
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Slumber the loud tongn'd winds. Should th. 

moist ground, 
Damp'd by preceding show'rs that fell unseen 
In the deep silence of the drowsy night, 380 
Forbid the birds to lie, long is their flight, 
As down the wind with vig'ronswing they sweep; 

a 

Behores you then despise the painful march 
With eager speed o'er the vast open heath, 
Th' opposing hill, the rugged steep descent, 385 
The gaping fissure, or the deep morass. 
Unwearied patience, perseTering toil 
Alone can crown the fowler's eager hopes. 
Whatever the season, or whate'er the sport ; 
But chiefly here: yet worthy is the game; . 390 
For who that tastes th' intoxicating joy, 
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Whea fiilliDg fast around, oq cither hand 
It beats the sounding earth, regrets his pains ? 
Cease Muse your lediure; for the sloping Sun 
Has lost his pow'r, we linger here too long, 395 
Come then my faithful dogs, yet once again 
BuojM with delightful hopes let us proceed. 
But whither shall we lead ? th' expansire waste 
Is free to traverse ; but where lies the game 
What shall inform ? These are no Scotish hills 400 
In grouse abounding— push we on the while, 
And Fortune favor us. How fast the moors 
Recede beneath my feet ! The rocky height 
Where late I sat, I view with doubtful eye, 
Nor know it for the same; whilst other hills 405 
And other plains around me rise immense, 
Unbated Hope still leads me on, though deep 
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In the clear western sky sinks the broad sun, 
And time more precious seems to fly more fast. 
Mast I then turn, nor see th' unerring dogs 410 
Again declare the game ? Yet will I try 
Yon much inviting hill, whose craggy points 
Or food or shelter yield; with busy nose, 
On ev'ry rising ridge the d(^s pursue 
Their eager search ; their search alas is vain ! 415 
But hold ! Did I not mark that farthest dog 
Stop in his course mid- way ? He stops again :*— 
On either side they stop, as to the earth 
Their leet were rooted : <^ Steady to your setts !" 
There springs the first, and parent of the pack. 
Short is his flight; he dies; nor he alone 491 
Dies unaccompanied; aro^ikt him fidls 
His numerous progeny; sport triumphs now, 
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And crowns the closing day with iull success. 
The work is done : and see, the setting sun 425 
Bnt lingers on the brow of yon dark hill 
Empnrpl'd with his beams, to bid farewell. 
Farewell great orb of day ! content I view 
Thy fiery disk forsake our hemisphere, 
CotiYeying light and life to other climes. 430 
flow still is all around! no human sounds, 
Nor low of wand'ring herds, nor bleat of sheep 
Break the deep silence of these wastes remote. 
The spoil secur'd, with joyous heart 1 leave 
The solitary scene, to join once more 435 

In the far distant vales my fellow men ; 
Though heavy laden, yet more light my step 
Than if with empty bag I took my way. 
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And you my trasty dogs, well have you work'd^ 
Nor shall you fail of the well eiim'd reward, 440 
The plenteous mess, the wholesome bed of straw^ 
Where quick repose shall close your weary eyes. 
There lies my way, betwixt those hills that rise . 
On either side, and form a hollow pass, 
And pointing to the western sky, refledt 445 
The sun's departed rays. . Yet once again 
I turn, and in the changing east, remark 
The ev'ning shades their filmy vapours draw 
Across the blue expanse. Whilst in the west, . 
Deep azure yet surmounts the saffron robe 450 
That clothes the smiling heav'ns. How sweet to 

mark. 
As down the heath I wind, the distant scene 
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Unfolding by degrees: at first appear 
The blue topp'd hills with floating vapours 

crown'd^ 
Drawn from the rale beneath ; the spiral wreath 
Of smoke ascending through the tranquil air, 456 
Its source unseen, 'till the close crowding trees 
Denote the sheltered farm that lies below. 
How &st each well known obje6t now recurs! 
The grassy slope, the winding shrubby lane, 460 
The datt'ring mill ; and now at lai^e display'd^ 
The Tillage rises to my gladden'd eye. 
Here let me pause upon this ancient stile 
O'ergrown with moss,and Nature's charms survey, 
Glad in her er'ning robe; and let my ear 465 
Catch the sweet rural sounds that float around. 
From yon tall elm that decks the meadow's hedge, 
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Perched on its topmost bough the tanefuF thrasl 
Pours forth his mellow lay ; across the lane 
The milk-maid carols blithe her ballad strain; 4' 
Whilst many a mingl'd sound of flocks and hei 
And village swains remote invades the ear. 



But hark! what melody is this, that bursts 
Upon my ravish'd sense ? the rustic youths^ 
Their daily labour done, in yon grey tow'r 4' 
Ring round the tuneful peal. I love the strain 
Whether its merry morning notes proclaim 
The plighted vows of some unpolish'd pair, 
Or chiming slow, as now, with frequent pause 
Chaunt a sweet requiem to the dying day. 48 
The peal has ceas'd. The rustic youths repair 
With hasty foot each to his simple home. 
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Come dnmb companions ; let us homeward tend^ 
Through the fastgath'ring shades, that early rest 
With renovated strength may fill our frames ; 485 
And when to-morrow dawns we shall renew 
With light and jocund hearts our cheerful sport. 
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Seftebiber comes to cheer the fowler's heart, 
And raise his anxious hopes; day after day 
He marks the frnitfal country change around 
With eager eye. First from the fertile meads, 
Divested of th«r widely waving load, 5 

The fragrant hay-rick rises. Gentle swains, 
If chance should lead you to the chosen spot. 
Where the shy partridge forms her simple nest, 
The embryo offspring spare; and, when your 

scythe 
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Levels the grassy Tallies, should your foot 1 
Approach the helpless brood, step back with care 
Nor our fond hopes destroy : the trusty cur 
That nightly guards your house, or in the field 
Prote6ls your Testments and your frugal fare, 
Whilst far from home you ply your mid-da 
work, 1 

Permit not to approach z-^-so may success 
And plenty wait upon your rustic toils, 
And crown the circling year with joyful gains. 
As nearer now the sportive season comes, 
The fowler marks the corn-fields change around 
From green to yellow; 'till the potent sun 2! 
Embrowns the nodding ear. When*ev'ning comes 
He walks around, and carefully surreys 
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The promis'd groands, and ev'iy welUknown 

haunt 
Of the coy game recalls; whilst warm Desire, 25 
By Fancy firM, Time's narrow limits bursts. 
Or the dull interval, impatient, chides. 
Should he some spot between thick shelt'ring 

woods 
Espy, where, in long range, the clustering shocks 
O'erspread the ground, a livelier joy invades 30 
His beating heart, and with no niggard praise 
He loads the skilful farmer's early care. 
But when the jolly harvest o'er the plains 
Diffusive reigns at large, his joy is full, 
And mingles with the mirth that cheers the scene. 
Welcome to him the busy sickle's sound 36 
Among die rustling fields, or sweeping scythe ; 
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Welcome the laugh, the shout, and noise confus'd, 
That from the earlj daiim to day's decline, 
Load ev'iy swelling gale. He joins the throng, 40 
^ Partakes their pleasures, and foretells his own. 
Then not alone he walks ; beside him wait 
Attentive to his voice, of aspect grave 
His trusty pointers, soon to be indulg'd 
In the full freedom of their fav'rite sport. 45 
At length arrives the glad important eve; 
To-morrow from the strict, but just restraint 
Let loose, th' unshackPd fowler shall rejoice. 
What joyous hurry, and what pleasing cares 
Through Britain's coasts prevail ; from east to 
west, 50 

From north to south, continuous they extend ; 
What region, or what di^tridt so unblest, 
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Where the prolific partridge is unknown^ 
Or eager fowlers doom ttem not to death ? 
For me, before the welcome hoar arrives, 55 
What wild emotions agitate my breast ! 
Sleep oft forsakes my coach, or should its dews. 
My heayy eye-lids bathe, in dreams I view 
Th' expe6ted covies, and the happy morn 
Rises with all its joys before my eyes. 60 

Come, long anticipated hour, oh come ! 
Depart, ye euTious shades of Night, and thou 
Fair Dawn arise, and o'er the humid world. 
With rosy fingers lead the cheerful Day ! 
The envious shades of Night are fled, and now 65 
I see the Dawn with rosy fingers, lead 
The cheerful Day along the eastern sky ; 
And as his steps advance, the Heav'ns receive 
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The welcome stranger with a deeper blush. 
Farewell, my couch ! jour downy arms no more 
Retain my limbs; let Gluttony or Sloth^ 71 
Or helpless Age, or languid pale Disease, 
Slumber the morn away, and lose the fresh 
And wholesome hours : impatient for the field, 
Without regret I leaTO your close embrace. 75 
My hasty meal dispatch'd, I seize my gun 
And issue forth ; from their clean kennels loos'd 
My pointers meet me, and with unfeign'd joy. 
Around me bound impatient, as I trace 
The roclcy lane to yonder rising ground. 80 
Sweet is the hour of morn, and Nature's face 
Beneath her influence, sweet in ey'ry scene ; 
E'en on the barren waste, but how much more 
Amid these fertile fields, and woody Tales, 
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Where the rich scene with interchange of charms 
Enchants the eye ; the Terdure of the mead, 86 
The upland brown, clear'd of it's golden load, 
And shady nook that jet demands the aid 
Of the warm sun to change the waving corn. 
Not a wild flow'r that lifts it's modest head QO 
Upon the mossy hedge, or vagrant spray 
With pearly dew imboss'd, or humblest blade, 
But to my eye the form of Beauty wears. 
Here wantons wild the Tegetable world 
In native pride profuse, nor has the year 95 
That pride with stern and chilling frown yet 

check'd. 
Ah ! what a glorious sight ! the rising sun, 
That slowly lifts his head above yon wood, 
Gilding each trembling leaf of varied green 



46 FOWLING. 

Along the topmost ridge ; whilst far below 100 
The grey of early morn with floating mists 
Conjoin'd, slow rising from the brawling stream. 
Enwraps each dark and Tenerabie trunk. 
The mountain glistens in the orient ray ; 
And in the ?ale, rous'd by the distant Tiew 105 
Of the glad promis'd beam, the flocks and herds 
In grateful concert hail the rising day. 
Nor are the hedges silent; many a throat 
Still chaunts the beauties of the waning year. 
But the loT'd joys at hand, permit no more 110 
My eye to wander o'er the sylvan scene ; 
Full of th' expe6ted sport my heart boats high, 
And with impatient step I haste to reach 
The stubbles, where the scatter'd ears afford 
A sweet repast to the yet heedless game. 115 
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How my brave dogs o'er the broad farrows bonnd^ 
Quart'ring their ground ezadilj. Aht that point 
Answers mj eager hopes, and fills my breast 
With joy unspeakable. How close thej lie! 
Whilst to the spot with steady pace I tend, 120 
Now from the ground with noisy wing they 

burst, 
And dart away« My vidtim singPd out, 
In his aerial course falls short, nor skims 
Th' adjoining hedge o'er which the rest unhurt 
Have pass'd. Now let us from that hedge 12^ 
Surrey with heedful eye the country round ; 
That we may bend our course once more to meet 
The scatter'd covey ; for no marker waits 
Upon my steps, though hill and valley here, 
With shrubby copse, and far extended brake 130 
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Of high grown furze, alternate rise aroimd. 
But judgment and experience shall supplj 
The marker's place ; the labour we despise ; 
But let the sportire work be all our own. 
Inviting is the Tiew,*— far to the right 135 

In rows of dusky green, potatoes stretch, 
With turnips mingPd of a liTeiier hue* 
Towards the vale, fenc'd by the prickly furze 
That down the hill irregularly slopes, 
Upwards they seem'd to fly ; nor is their flight 
Long at this early season. Let us beat, 141 
With diligence and speed restrain'd, the ground. 
Making each circuit good ; nor rashly dri?e 
From field to field, whilst far behind the game 
Lies.undisturb'd, and disappointment mocks 145 
The fruitless toil. At ey'ry step I take 
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The widh'd for bird before me seems to rise; 
And should a dog turn quickly in his course^ 
As quickly turn my steps ; my ready hands 
Half raise the gun impulsively to shoot. 150 
Still on we pass through thickly Crowding stems 
Our pains yet unrepaid : the turnips next 
Demand our steps: nor in the turnips lie 
The cautious birds. What course shall we pursue? 
The new shorn fields here spread around, and 

next, 155 

Luxuriant cloyer clothes the fertile land. 
Shall we that clover try, or further on 
For other covies range excursive round ? 
Not there I deem our search would meet success, 
Too distant from their feeding ground the spot. 
Nor would I imitate their heedless htaste 

E 
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« 

Or quick impatience, wbo at &e first cfaeipk 
Resign tlie toil, and forward press witii hopes 
Unauthorised and vain; 'till at the end 
Of the long day, they mourn their fault too late ', 
But let us rather on our steps return ; 166 

The brakes are yet untried, the grass-fields too, 
May in their hedge-rows hide the skulking game. 
And thither will we first, to spare the dogs, 
And spare ourselres perchance a neediest toil. 
We shun no labour that our sport requires, 171 
But hold it folly to expend our pow'rs 
Where none occasion calls. Could we but see 
Once more the flutt'ring wing of speckl'd brown I 
That wish shall soon be realiz'd; for there, 175 
Near yonder hedge-row where high grass and 
ferns 



The secret hollow lAiade, mj pcmiten stand. 
How beautif al the j look ! with oatstretehM taOs^ 
With heads lamoTeable and eyes fast fixM, 
One fore leg raised and bent, the other firm, 180 
Adfancing forward, presses on the ground ! 
Con?olT'd and flattering on the blood-stun'd 

earth, 
The partridge lies :— >tlms one by one tiiey fidl. 
Save what with happier fate esca;pe nntouch'd. 
And o'er the open fields with rapid speed 185 
To the close shdit'ring covert wing their way. 
When to the hedge^rows thus the birds repair, 
Most certitin is onr sport } bat oft in brakes 
So deep they He, that far above oar head 
The waving branches close, and yex'd we hear 
The staHrd co?ey one by one make off. 191 
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Now may we fisit some remoter ground; 
Mj eager wishes lure insatiate yet, 
And end but with the sun ; jet happy he, 
Who erethe noontide beams inflame the skies, 195 
Has bagg'd the spoil ; with lighter step he treads, 
Nor faints so fast beneath the scorching ray. 
The morning hours well spent, should m%hty toil 
Require some respite, he content can seek 
Th' o'eri^irching shade, or to the friendly farm 200 
Betake hin^ where with hospitable hand 
His shnple host brings forth the grateful draught 
Of honest home-brew'd beer, or cider cooL. 
Such friendly treatment may each fowler find 
Who never violates the farmer's rights, 205 
Nor with injurious violence, invades 
His fields of standiog corn. Let us forbear 
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Sach cruel wrong, though on the rerj Tei^e 
Of the high waving field our dogs should point. 
Thanks to these cooling clouds, that from the 
south 210 

Across the heav'ns their vapourish mantle draw, 
Bj the fresh breeze accompanied ; to-day 
We shall not need from our entrancing sport 
A long cessation. Some high mossy bank, 
Or thick grown hedge, or root of ancient oak 
Well over-canopied, will serve us now 216 

To snatch the hasty morsel, and allay 
The wants of Nature, 'till the night shall yield 
A more profuse repast. Let those who scorn 
Oar simple mode betake them io their homes, 220 
In the full meal indulge, and quaff the juice 
Of the high flavoured grape : th^n to the fields 
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Forth issuing again renew their sport. 

But are their frames more brac'd than our's, 

their hands 
More steady to diredt the fatal aim i 225 

ShaU such sweet ease at night repay their toils, 
Or shall to-morrow's dawn more cool and light 
Invite them to the joyous sport again ? 
Araunt Reflediion I Let our unbent mind 
And careless heart luxuriate in delight, 230 
As o'er these velvet downs we take our way, 
And view well pleas'd the open champaign round; 
How grateful is the change from the fierce glare 
To the soft hue that overspre^s the scene! 
That scene how rich and varied ! Nature spreads 
Her various treasures round with liberal hand,236 
Bidding the fruitful valiies laugh and sing, 



Whilst &r bejond, the deop blue hills shut ia 
'^he smiliag toodscapue with a satire ience ; 
The cheerful voice of Industry pervades 940> 
And animates the whole. Oft, too, the sound 
Of the loud gun re-echoing strikes my ear. 
Without regret I hear it, nor repine 
Should Kke success on others toils attend. 

« 

Be hanish'd from the sportsman's breasA, to dwell 
With sordid Avarice, with Rapine vile, 146 
Or Envy pale, or moody Discontent; 
Th' ungen'rous selfish spirit, that beholds 
*£ h^ joys of others with malignant eye. 
In eastern climes, curs'd with despotic sway, 250 
Let tyranny through ev'ry rank of life. 
With poison'd palate feast on human pain ; 
But oh, hi Fiseedom in this happy land, 
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Still in the common happiness rejoice ; 

Whilst salutary laws and just restraints 255 

Preserre her glorious blessings from abuse. 

Grudge not, ye sportsmen, then, a brother's joys, 

Nor deem the various prey, the fields, the woods, 

The heathy wilds or rushy lakes afford, 

Too scanty for us all. Away, my dogs! 260 

Let us yon brakes explore of humbler growth, 

With grassy spots diversified, that join 

The fields above, whose sandy soil invites 

The wand'ring covey ; there perchance they bask 



Oft in the sunny ray with social glee; 
See here their feathers in the hollow pits 



265 



Their feet have left. Now through the brakei 

we press, 
yet find them iiot. Deep in the vale below, 
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Lies a long rushy moor with wand'ring rills 
Gross'd many a way : 'Tis now the hoar of noon. 
There haplj may they lie. Hope once again 271 
Revives^ as down the hill I quickly wind. 
But here a common fortune of the sport 
Betides me; ere my silent steps can gain 
The wish'd for spot, a straggling bird discerns ^5 
My near approach, and with his sounding wing 
Alarms his fellows; fast they rise around, 
And through yon op'ning glade whirl swift away. 
Droop not, my faithful dogs; though Fortune now 
Frowns adverse, she may shortly smile again. 280 
What though the long rank grass and matted 

weeds 
Impede our steps, and, rising from the marsh, 
Yon 'tangl'd thicket would arrest our course ! 
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Noughtsht^l withfitand us, wliilst the faintest spark 
Ol hope illames our way. In the clear stream 385 
Quench ye your thirst; whilst on this sadgjf banl^^ 
Nor discontented, nor disheartened yet, 
I sit me down, and snatch my hasty meal* 
Should we no more the sounding covey raise, 
The day is not ioglprious ; but we trust 290 
Yet to be swell'd with joys* Once more we movoi^ 
And fast the landscape alters. From the vale 
Emerging, now we breathe a purer air* 
Where will the fond pursuit our footsteps lea^^? 
Far, far behind our welL-knovn hills arise, 395 
4^ajd ey'ry fav'rite hauntj whilst sceniss unknown 
And unfrequented, rise as fast before, 
1|Vhi]st mapy a spreading circuit thi|S we tako,, 
Ptl^t ill' his clouded car the sun deijlines. 
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And robs ihe jealous day of half his due. 30Q 
But one resource remains— the covies now 
Are on their feed again ; without delay 
Strait to the stubbles let us bend our steps. 
Those rising furrows first shall be essay'd, 
Whose bed of ranker grass, with weeds immix'di 
Old inmates of the soil^ shall from the game 30Q 
Screen our advancing steps. O^ if there dwell 
In airy region or the concave earth, 
Dasmon or genius of the sylvan sport, 
May he be present and propitious now ! 310 
How fear and hope alternately preside, 
As with keen eye I watch th' industrious dogs. 
Triumph again ! at once their course is stopp'd^ 
And from opposing quarters fix'4b they poin^ 
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Tow'rds the same spot: Death hovers o'er his 
prey; 315 

For scarce the gun has levell'd with tha ground 
The fated bird, ere in th' adjacent brake 
I mark the rest drop in : fallacious hope 
The trembling covey mocks, for not a spot 
Within my ken a fairer prospect yields : 320 
Low is the cover, intersedted well 
With narrow sheep path^, and I mark'd the birds 
Wide scatt'ring as they fell. Just are my hopes, 
And the full tide of pleasure swells my soul 
To ecstacy, as each succeeding bird 325 

That drops around with eager hand I seize. 
Where is our labour now, where our fatigue ? 
The weary limbs, to sudden strength restor'd, 
Light and elastic move: nor ought imports 
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*the long protra^ed wajr,— srnch mighty pow'r 
Saccess possesses o'er the fowler's breast. 331 
Well have we sped to-day, and well commenc'd 
Onr glad career; bright dawn of future days. 
That ere the fervid sun his furious course 
Has known to check, ere yon green flaunting 
kayes 335 

Have put their sober autumn li?'ry on, 
Shall fill th' appointed season duly up. 
Nor shall we envy those whom Fate has plac'd 
In richer distridts, or more fertile plains ; 
Those leasts whose lordly lands are overstock'd, 
And CY'ry field a num'rous covey yields, 341 
As common as the tame domestic tribe 
That waits around their house. What is it fills 
With such transporting joys the sportsman's breast. 
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For as the season wanes, the birds grow wild, 37 J 
Whilst on the juicy blades of the young wheat 
In open fields they feed, and speed away 
Long ere yon reach the ground. Yet would I, then, 
Though hopeless of their death, amongst them send 
The Tolley'd shot, that might perchance curtail 
Their flight, and send them scatt'ring to the 

brakes^ 381 

Yet let no arbitrary rules re|>ress 
Your youthful ardour, or your genius damp. 
For diff rent countries difip'rent modes require ; 
Borrow of others, 'till experience guide 385 
Your certain course, and lead you to success. 
The game-bag slung, shoulder'd the trusty gun. 
Now homeward let us turn with steady march^ 
And careless vacant mind dispos'd to peace; 
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Of in Ike finding landscs^ prone to mftrk 390 
Each pleasing objedt of the leagthen'd way. 
How grateful and refreshing is the hour ! 
The whisp'ring breeze^ sofife as the cygnet's down, 
Wafts o'er my £aice its sweetly welcooM breath. 
With fragrant odours, from each dewy hedge 395 
Or fxesh'niDg field, replete. Ye hapless tribes, 
Who peat in crowded cities, never taste 
Nature's best gifts, that charm the softea'd tonl^ 
And bless the human frame with health and 

strength ; 
As at this sweet and silent hour of eve 400 
I take my lonely way, how more than mean, 
How vain and poor seem all your boasted joys 
Of gay society-— where hollow smiles 
Hide heartfelt misery, where friendship's name, 
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That should be sacred in the mouths of all, 405 
Polluted by the flatt'ring toogue of guile. 
Runs round the polish'd circle; where the pow'r 
Of ay'rice, in amusement's borrow'd dress, 
Inflates the ranc'rous heart. Far, far from me 
For erer be your tinsel and your glare, 410 
Your loud pretended mirth and secret grief. 
Whilst health and sport, and a few chosen friends,' 
In the deep rural scene are haply mine. 
Faint and more faint in the light floating shades 
The distant landscape grows, and in -the gloom 
Retiring, melts away ; 'till half perplex'd 416 
And doubtful of my^ay, with earnest eye 
I scrutinize my path. But soon a guide 
Benignant, that no sordid fee demands, 
Shall lead me to my home. O'er yon hill-top 430 
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Whose dusky line just mingles with the sky^ 
Shoots up a beaming light, like the faint gleam 

« 

Of dying embers^ Yet to them unlike,- 

« 

Tt grows and deepens^^'tis the welcome moon, 
Whose cheering ray has often been my friend, 495 
And oft may be again. With what a grace 
She slowly rises through the fleecy clouds, 
That bow before the lovely queen of night! 
Sweet is the robe, that o'er the cherish'd world 
She mildly spreads ; her soft peculiar light 430 
Restores the scene, but chang'd from what it was ; 
Each harsher feature soften'd and subdu'd, 
And ev'ry beauty mellow'd and improy'd* 
The glitt'ring streams, the meads, the checqner'd 

woods. 
Contrasted light and shade put forth their charms, 
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Beneath the influence of her summer reigD. 436 
Nor are the herds unmark'd) at ease reclined 
In the full pastures^ or the waT'ring smoke 
From the low cottage, €hat as soon as seen, 
Melts from the sight Meantime the careless mind 
Wanders romantic through some fairy land, 441 
^ill startl'd from its dream by the blithe notes 
Of rustic swains returning from their toil, 
Ancl chaunting unrestrain'd their har?est-song. 
Well could I linger in this rocky lane, 445 

And listen to the lay. But though the mind 
Be wakeful and untir'd, the wearied frame 
Requires refreshment, and the healing pow'r 
Of sweet and balmy sleep, that may again 
Prepare us for the pleasures of the field. 450 
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From the wild mountain and the heathy waste. 
Where, in defiance of the burning sun, 
With persevering foot he sought the grouse; 
From new.shom fields, where the rich harvest 

grew, 
And the shy partridge gleaned her sweet repast, 5 
To tangl'd copses, and wide spreading woods, 
The fowler comes. Another sport invites 
His fond pursuit. The gaudy pheasant spreads 
His many colour'd plumes, and as he bursts 
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From the deep shade, inspires the eager wish 10 
To make the rich and lorely prize our own. 



Thrice happy he, who in the chosen clime, 
And near the groves, the pheasant's lov'd abodes. 
Fortune has plac'd ; or with benignant pow'r. 
Has largely giv'n to wander at his will. 15 

For not in ev'ry forest shall be found 
The stately game ; full many a fowler's eye, 
With keenest ardour beaming, ne'er has seen 
The gay capricious birds, that not the less, 
la the wide lordly park or long preserves HO 
Tame, but dic^usting to the soul of sporty 
Perch in the ne^hb'riog trees, or by tlie slide 
Of the smooth gravel walk securely lie. 
Yet Uberty and freedom unrestrain'd, 
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Best smt the pheasant, multiplj his race, 95 
And to it's highest value bring Ihe breed. 
But still be their's the care, and their's alone, 
Whose highest pleasures from the table spring, 
To rear, improve, and cultiyate the game; 
But be it our's, and ev'rj son's of sport, 30 
In the deep woods to seek our mighty jojs, 
And seek the praise our earnest toils deserve. 



Oft undecided is the choice of dogs, 
To push the pheasant from his close retreat. 
The questing spaniel some prefer, and some 35 
The stead J pointer ; whilst the use of both 
Is tried by others. In the earliest days 
Of the glad season, to the woods they lead 
Their noisy spaniels, whose wide ranging feet 
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And echoing yokes roase the startl'd birds, 40 
E'en in their deepest holds. Bat when the game 
More shy and cautious grows, they use alone 
The well-bred pointer*— But none other dog . 
Shall e'er attend upon my steps, or late 
Or early in the season; when I beat 45 

With Tigilant and silent care the woods, 
Though not so many a wing shall to the eye 
Unfold its pinion, in the fatal range 
Of the resounding gun shall more arise. 



Hail lovely season of the changing year! 50 
What varied beauties clothe the mellow scene 
Beneath October's reign ! The wand'ring eye, 
Incessant roves around o'er fields and woods, 
And orchards gay, with blushing fruit adom'd. . 
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Tea thousand rich harmoaious tints prcyail 55 
Through all the yegetable world, and shew 
Nature's inimitable hand in all. 
To borrow from her pencil, to enrich 
His glowing caqyass, with obseryant eye 
Forth walks the painter, whilst the poet seeks 60 
The rural scene^ to teach his strain to breathe 
By inspiration's force a sweeter note. 
Thee, Bard of Nature, the reyolying year 
That hast so sweetly sung, thee. Autumn mild, 
Mellifluous Thomson, fill'd with chief delight 65 
On some still day, when deep repose enchains 
The loud discordant winds, how sweet a calm 
Peryades the scene, as Nature's self repos'd 
Through all her yaried works, and whisper'd rest 
Tq restless toilsome man !— -The annual song 70 
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Of birds has nearlj ceasM, tho«gli oaC) whose 

song 
To me is full of music, chaants aloud 
His cheerful strain. Sweet robin! oft to catch 
Thy grateful song, my footsteps have I stay'd 
Beside some ancient wood, or nearer home 75 
Ha?e heard thee pour thy pleasing melody 
From iry.mantl'd arch, or straggling branch 
Of self-sown ash on the high ruin'd wall. 
And when an elvish boy, on plunder bent, 
la Spring I searched the hedge with eager eye : 80 
If chance e*er led me to thy mossy nest, 
My hands forbore to seize the tempting prize. 
That spar'd that prize alone. Ne'er would I set 
For thee the treach'rous springle in the snow. 
But gladly feed thee with the scatter'd crumbs. 85 
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Or when an awkward lad^ I first essaj'd 
To use my gun^ and urg'd mj petty sport 
'Mid hawthorn bushes in the shelter'd lane. 
Thy scarlet breast was as a seven-fold shield, 
To guard thee from my shot. Such warm regard 
Had early note of thy domestic turn, 91 

And piteous fable of the murdered babes^ 
Beneath a simple grave of gathered leayes. 
In solitary forest deep interr'd 
By thee, engender'd in my childish breast. 95 
Still charm me with thy song ; my care shall be 
To guard thy person, and relicTe thy wants. 



Now for the sport equipp'd, once more I take 
To the wide-spreadiug woods my joyous way : 
Hope sweetly whispers to my mind success. lOO 
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One old and trtisty pointer at my side 
Attends^ and conscious of the destin'd joy^ 
Oft eyes vfith earnest gaze the distant shades^ 
Yet, ere we pierce the forest's deep recess, 
Let us the skirting hedge-rows well explore, 10^ 
And yon thick field of terdant turnips l>eat» 
Then well content, nor doubtful if we left 
In open ground the game, with patient toil 
Through the close tangl'd covert shall we press^ 
There doubtless shall we find the la2y aide, 1 10 
That by no droppings of th' o'er-archipg trees 
Disturbed, in their warm shelter still remain^ 
Forward ! my faithful dog ; for here we waste 
The precious hours in Tain. Here at this gap. 
Here will wc enter, where the yellow leaves, 115 
The first pale offerings of the trembling woods 
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To tyrant Winter, by his senriie slayes 

Eurus, and Boreas gather'd, strew the grounds 

Now put your vigour forth, my old ally, 

And round this op'ning glade, with cii'cling steps 

Thedust'riog thickets range. Ah ! there they rise. 

One hap'ly comes this way. The gun resounds. 

I saw him fall beneath the mossy branch 

Of that wide-spreading oak. Yes, there he lies. 4 

His Tivid plumage, like an heap of gems lU 

On a coarse carpet spread, seems all too rich 

For the rough russet ground on which it lies< 

Fellows in death, as of the self-same wood 

Inhabitants, which idly they supposed 

Their own peculiar and secure abode, 130 

Soon others fall. With fierce desire enflam'd 

Of further sport, I force my eager way 
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Through M kopediments. Nor pomted thorDtt 
Tkat threaten from abore^ nor firom below 
The stuhbom bramble, rooted deep in earth, 135 
That woald detain mj steps, can ought araiL 
Thus through the yielding woods I drife along, 
With Tarions fortune. Oft the wbirring bird 
Eludes my threaten'd aim ; or makes escape 

« 

From the fast following shot, by nnm'nms bought 

Half intercepted : oft th' anwekome hen. 

Secure from danger of the sounding gun, 

Rises before me. But enough for me 

The spoUs I gain. Nor would I stay my sport, 

But that my -weary dog needs, and deserves 146 

A short cessation from his toil severe. 

And the cool draught to brace bis languid frame. 

Deep in the centre of this mazy wood. 



I kxKOm • fofjy ffiiichy fed by secret «treaBM, 
Unseen, that issue from beneath, wiAds off 150 
With silent stealiiij conxte 'mid the long grass. 
And the greem rashes that surroiiiid its t>ed. 
Thither we take 4»ur way throngh many a path, 
Bj old experience known, but ne'er the less 154 
Try well the i^osiad lietween. My iakhlul dog, 
What canfeqotte thy aierttsl though than longest 
To taste ^kt tC0oltBg stream, ik^ temptUag ities 
Full in thy flight, thau tum'st 4Mide ^o bry 
Tbe iSiicketOflL iis hraak, and these thou ataad^t, 
JdeootiDg with fix:^d ipotni; the hidden jgame. l§0 
Xhmei jiA thy feet it lies Mrtsirotch'id kideath. 
•Witli carttful Boae tii^a iusa'at it a^er mod a'^r^ 
Tihea igladly apaad!st io taate the aooUag finiaM^ 
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Now come thy ways,— and whilst beneath this 

beech 
I sit reclia'd and ruminate at ease, 165 

Or draw my simple Tiands from my scrip, 
Stretch'd at my feet enjoy refreshing sleep. 



How noble is the look of this deep wood, 
That rears its lofty crest above the high'st 
And proudest domes of man ! Here Nature reigns 
In simple majesty. O thoughtless man, 171 
That on the wholesome forest turn'st thy back^ 
And crowd'st in smoky towns; that long'st for life, 
Tet thine own life contradi'st : with eager foot 
That foUow'st pleasure, jet with senseless a€t 176 
Beget'st and multipliest thy cares ! can wealth 
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Prolong thy dajrs; can Bounding titles soothe 
Thy care-worn soul to rest; thy mad pursuit 
Of worldly yanities, will it afford 
Such lasting joys as the sweet sykan chace ? 180 
But if the world's wide tiieatre demand 
Variety of a^toirs^ drop awhile 
Thy chosen part, and in the rural scene 
Recruit thy frame^ and recreate thy mind. 
Ah no ! the force of early habit cramps 1B5 
The biass'd soul, nor grants it to enjoy 
Impartial Nature's pure and perfect gifts: 
O then, deny not to your youthful sons, 
Parents of Britain, ey'ry rural sport. 
Give them to back the steed, and through the 
chace 100 

To windtheir fearless way— *to wield the gun 
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On moor or iioiMiiaiii^ of-iii thofiiy deplfb 
Of lovett iElvkate ; not \m» to setk^ 
'Midslipp'17 rocki, Md hotr94.t6§ovmiiug1^i^ 
l%t iioUost ttnaottf of the itMam^ IHsii H«alll^ 
Shall braOo tkeir vig'imiifrmss^iMiid CiioMfuloes^ 
Health's handmaid^ fitt tlicir SQttl* ^tJk h^MlcM 

And oil rttirifig ffom llfe'ft bu^' wallc^ 
|*7om glorms toito of wm by sea or tfaotO), 
Or serioaa. eif il oares^ ov deep ptmaifc 200 

Commavaialy tot theik natm homos awhile ; 
With whAl cedoubPd aidoar shall thej seek 
Their ancient sportiTO haaiits, rejoio'd tatUnk^ 
Their eari(f yoois the graieiiL habit gaio'iU 
Tremble not^ tender mothers, at the toils 205 
Or daoj^ers of the spoiisnas; early wk 



And f mdnaly sIiaII «ubdiie IIm pow'r of toil, 
And strengths, not tmput tb« ffmilifal frami. 
Diingeri hy prvdfpt knowledge end ad? iee^ 
Or vffae example of some steady friend, U6 
Avertedi toon sliall dwindle down to nooght* 
And longer majr yon. nttt your manly Bons . 
Surround jom chair^ or wlien infirm with age 
Ton n^ support) that kind support aflford^ 
Than if, in early youth, with iUUjudg*d can, 915 
Like hot-house plants you rear'd your tender raoe, 
Then tum'd it out in the pestif roos town 
To sadi amnsenent at the swrit'ring ball^ 
Or breathe in theatres infeifi;iofls air. 
Nor shall so soon insidious Vice cormpt iSO 
The stf^ing, on his mstic sport intent, 
As the gfty idler, hi whose iistkss vindi 
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The btisj fiend Temptation gains with 
A. ready entrance, and a fix'd abode.' 
Thanks to th' indulgent stars that, £&r removM 
From the loud din of the wild jarring world, 220 
Its misnam'd pleasures and its real cares, 
In the sequestered yale 'midst woods and streams 
And rocky mountains plac'd my happy lot, 
At equal distance from the worldling's state, 230 
Or solitary hermit's ; free to taste 
The truest blessings of society. 
And its worst evils haply to escape. 
• And blest those early habits, that impress'd 
My youthful mind, and taught me to adore U5 
The charms of Nature, and the sylvan toil. 
No tedious hours hang heavy on my hands ; 
Nor dreading e'er the fiercest Summer's son, 
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Nor shrinking from* the Winter's keenest blast, 
Idstless I doze the weary hours away ; 240 

But exercise, improT'd by the keen sport 
That fills and agitates my eager mind^ 
With healthful joys beguiles the fleeting day. 
E'en here, extended on the Terdant moss 
That clothes the twisted roots of this tall tree, M5 
What tranquil pleasure soothes my careless mind t 
Whilst all that meets the eye or strikes the ear 
Harmonious mingling, swells the woodland scene. 
Nor the soft whisper of the passing gale 
Amidst the trembling leaves, nor various hues 250 
Those leaves that sweetly paint, nor sights nor 

sounds 
Inanimate, alone unite to please. 
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71m plou^naii^» tteaiy chauit fa his^ slow tem 
Monotonovs, I mark. Th« blackbird pqws !^5tf 
From the green holly; then witktbonghtieM wkig 
Clo0e glancea by my side } hmt whetUng shovt,. 
Alters hit course^ oinI sbriekMig m he fties^ 
IVochuMs his gvonndlets lears. l%e little wien 
Flits on frooi iKmch to braneb, 'till o'er ny head 
With tail ere^ and noddiog head, he venis SM 
Chatt'ring, his anger at intrasiTe man. 
AboTe, with chrcltag iight, the rav'seus kite 
Sails o'er the wood, and stooping oft, 
Brushes the topmost boughs, and with keen eye 
Explores the ground beneath; 'till hither led 261 
By chance, he startles at my dang'ious fdn% 
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Fk^ Int wide wngt, and {^Kdk\y mrus aloft 
ThroDgh wither'd gra#8 and ferns ike wlutethroat 

€recp», 
Oft itoppan§ to inhale the tceoted air 37t> 

With eager nose; Hkem h^ with foot a» light 
At iriliag leaf, he ainhlj wiads away* 
These each well pleas'4 in tiim I mark, nor acorm 
The feeble remnant of the inie^ raoe, 

« 

That fluttered in the summer snn^ to note ; t7$ 
Then fix'd in earnest gaie, and haply lost 
In rererie profoand, the swiamiog scene 
Has danc'd before my eyes,' a day-dream gay, 
Tkne steals away the while, ^till starting np^ 
Foil of the ree^le6ted sport, I seize 980 

My gun, and with impatient Toiee arome 
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Mj sliimb'ruig dog. Through the dark wood 

the sun * 

Streams his declioing rays ; on e?'rj side 

« 

The lengthened shadows fall, and £? 'ning waits 
Impatient for the lingering Day's decrease. 985 
Still through the echoing wood my gnn resounds ; 
At inter?als still falls the fated bird. 
'Till in a yerdant glade of wide extent, 
With bushes skirted, and gigantic arms 
Of loftiest trees half over-hung, I pause; 300 
And whilst the setting sun sheds his last rays 
Upon the waving wood, still try the chance 
Th' allotted time permits. The sun has snnk 
Beneath th' horizon, but full many a streak 
Of brightest purple, in the western sky^ 205 



FOW.LIKO. 91 

Still, paints each obje6t; their deep glowing hue. 
By this keen air accompanied, denotes 
Approaching Frost, whose secret unseen hand, 
Long ere to-morrow's dawn gladdens the world, 
Shall o*er the meads his hoary mantle spread. 300 
Mtich do I loTe to take my sober way 
Through the deep woods, on such an eye as this, 
And mark the gradual change ft'om red to grey, 
In the clear ey'ning sky— 'refledied thence 
On each surrounding object, 'till it sinks 306 
Into one solid mass of dusky shade. 
And oft to stop beneath the tow'ring trees. 
Whose nodding heads in whisp'ring converse 

wave. 
Whilst indistini^y seen, the flitting bat 
Around my head his circling course pursues. 310 



Tims through the winding shades as slow I piss^ 
The pheasant cockets, ere he seeks in sleep 
To close his brilliant eye^ whilst whistling sharp 
In her descending flight his mate responds. 
Now darker grow the woods* The himMf 

moon $15 

Beams not for me tOv^night; bnt die bright ftarl 
Twinkling, deny not their inferior aid. 
Now many a soand throngs on the lisf aing ear^ 
Peculiar to the night, its source unknown^ 
Whilst hoarse the night-owl croaks or screeehis 

loud* 330 

Far diff 'rent is the lengthen'd strain that dwells 
Oft on the moonlight scene. At sueh an hour 
As this, creative Fear, with idle pow'r, 
Peofdea the forest with the mutsd'rons h$mi^ 
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That by the sftnroir path^ in dingle deep^ d9& 
Awaiita the iraf'ller't steps; Dor yet content 
With human horrors^ from the world unknown^ 
With Superstition leagn*d^ drags forth the fomt 
Of glaring spectres, and in ev'ry nook 
And shadowy dell^ the horrid phantoms plants. 
Unhappy they^ whose infant minds are left SSf 
Unguarded by a parent's fost'ring care 
From Yolgar Prejudice^ whose baneful touch 
M» aftet aeasoB ever shall eH&ce ; 994 

Half Nature's stores to them are lost: the night) 
That soothes th' unfettered soul to sweet repose,. 
For them breeds horrors; and the shadowy woods^. 
For Contemplation's tranquil pleasures form'd, 
Swarm with imagin'd monsters* Should their ttei^ 
By cruel Fate constrain'd, tempt the deep gloom^ 
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They hurry on bewilder'd and amaz'd ; 
With side-long glance, suspicions) eye their way^ 
Whilst their ear startles at each unknown sound, 
Th' unwelcome Toice of^deep desponding ghosts^ 
Or evil demons that pursue their steps. 'd^S 
Far other feelings fill'd piy placid breast. 
As at this gap I pass'd at early mom. 
My footsteps linger^ whilst my faithful dog, 
Advanced before, yiews me with doubtful eye, 
Nor comprehends my meaning ; 'till again 350 
I more, and through the meads pursue my way. 
Already has the frost with subtle touch 
The bladed herbage crisp'd, — ^yet'not the less. 
To-morrow shall we wake the sounding woods. 
And urge our ?ig'rous sport with fresh delight* 

END OF BOOK III. 
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How has great Natore's hand, that works nnseem 
Thi^ugh the reyoWiDg seasons, chang'd the scene t 
StrippM of its fruits and flow'rs and yerdnre gajy 
Nor one autumnal beauty left^ the Earthy 
Wrapt in her dusky mantle, sees resignM 5 
Stern Winter's way Irard reign commence. Atfirst^ 
Chill rain incessant pouring, floods the fields; 
And from opposing quarters mighty winds, 
On the same errand benl, with busy hands, 
Tear from the groaning woods the lingering leaves. 
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The rattling hail descends^ undoubted pledge U 
Of frost and snow and tempest yet to come. 
There are who Tiew with melancholy eye 
And sadden'd heart the scene, and sighing^ breathe 
The fervent wish for verdant Spring's return. 
Not so the fowler — with keen glance he marks 16 
The wint'ry landscape, and whilst busy thought 
Runs o'er his varying sport, his joyous heart 
Beats high, and dances to the sounding storm. 
But should the rough uortk-east continuous 

blow, 30 

A livelier hope inflates his eager soul: 
For from the frozen north, where Winter's band. 
With sway despotic and untam'd, locks up 
The shrinli^ing world; o'er the wide Ocean borne 
On vig'rpus wing, pour forth the feather'd tribes 



IMretie and strange. In coDgregated flight 26 
The woodcock comes, in milder climes td siek 
A tesiporary refuge, from tlie jaws 
Of wide devouring fitmine ; all unskill'd 
To dread the death that still his path pnrsues^ 30 
Nor will th'- instinctive feeling always serve 
Th' intended purpose, though he patient waiisi 
The fav'ring gale, and right before it, stivers 
His steady course above the swelling waves. 
Oft shifting from it's ^int, the iSltthless wind 36 
Deserts him, or with adveirse pow'r repels 
His lab'ring wkig^ 111 fares it with hhn <!h«tt, 
On stbraiy seas nttl^way sutpris'd : ufo Ifltfd i 
li^s swelling breast presents, where safs reclin'd 
Bis panthkg heirt niighlf find a ihOTtt repoi^e; 46 
But wide atiMihd' the bbarse-i^esouiidiA^seif -^ 

H 3 



100 FOWLINO. 

Meet his dim eye. Should some tall Bhip appeaf 
High boanding o'er the wayes, urg'd by despait) 
He seeks the rocking masts^ and throws faim dowli 
Amid the twisted cordage— ^thence repelFd, 45 
If instant blows deprive him not of lif(^, 
He flatters weakly on, and' drops at last^ 
Helpless and flound'ring in the whit'nin^ safge. 
Yet not the perils of th' aerial voyage',. 
Nor varied death, that hovers on the shore SO 
From guns, and nets, and hairy springes, serve 
The fruitful race t' extirpate. When the year 
Struggles to break from Winter's rough embrac^i 
And -with a liyelier vesture cK>the the earthy 
The woodcock masters on the sea»beat shore 
His bands decreased. On* some propitious day 
He springs aloft^ andthrough the pathless air 



>. 
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With course unerriDg, seeks his Dative shores. 
Perchance in some Norwegian forest vast, 
Beneath colossal pines and mingl'd firs^ 60 

Where murm'ring streams with fruitful current, 

wind 
Again their wonted course, his old abode, 
He plumes his spotted wing anew, and gives 
His yielding heart to love : Fearless he ro?es 
Amidst his feather'd family^ HUl Fate 65 

Coercive drive him forth to other lands, 
In happy ign'rance of impending death; 



As now the season comes, the fowler marks 
Sagacious ev'ry change, and feeds his hopes 
With signs predi6tive. On the leafless tree 70 
The fieldfare sits, and his shrill note repeats 
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MpaotonouB. Loud o'er t)ie shrivell'd heat^ 
Whistles the ployer, and along the me»d» 
With busy biU the dusky starlings spread* 



Impatient of restraint^ he brooks no piore 76 
The Ipng delay^ but iq the echoing wood 
His lpud*tQngu'd spaniels takes^and toils^and tries 
Each fiprnj thickist, and each miry swamp. 
Thence bursting forth^ he beats the fnr^j brakes 
And shelter'd hedgie-rows ; npr forsakes the 

chace 80 

'Till clear convidiion satisfies his mind* 
The sordid rustic with a promis'd fee 
He bribes, shoi^ld chance present before bis sight 
The wand'ring woodcock, instant to impart 
The welcome news. Less anxious to reoei?e 85 
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Intelligeiice <if ikiily lighted skips 
The merdumt feels^ than of th^ expected fl%ht 
Th' impatieitt fowler. Bat at length thej c&oae ; 
And, scattMi^ o'er the land, inspire our breasts 
With eager hope oi recolle^ed joys. 90 

With gladden'd heart, I see the sun go down 
la fierj pride, and leave the helpless world 
To all the rigour of rd^itless frost ; 
And lighter move my steps o'er the crisp earth, 
WhUst fast, and high, my mounting spirits rise. 95 
Soon as the shades of night hare yeil'd the world, 
I issue forth to view the heay'ns, and mark 
Whence blows the wind. Unclouded are the 

heav'ns, 
And from the north still blows the biting wind. 

* 

Ye deep incumbent fogs, and cheerless rains, 100 

h4 
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O keep far hence ; nor with malignant pow'r, 
Frustrate the promise of our jocund sport. 
Now let us with due care examine well 
The trusty gun ; the polish'd lock explore 
Through all its parts ; and with the fine-edg'd 

flint 106 

Fit well the bending cock^ 'till the bright sparks 
Descending fill the pan ; precaution due. 
Next to the kennel let us haste, to view 
The spotted spaniels lap their say'ry meal. . 
Thence to the friendly couch, inyoking Sleep IJO 
Obli?ious, to lock up the busy thoughts, 
In kind forgetfnlness of slow-pac'd time. 
Ere the grey dawn breaks from the shadowy east,- 
Startling I wake, and springing from, the couch, 
Jn haste array me in my russet garb, 115 
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Desceii4iiig by the ti^er^s light^ I take 
My early silent meal— then haste away 
In hollow woodS) or deep entangl'd brakes^ 
Or windii^ Tales, to pass the joyons day. 
My spaniels clam'ring load, awake the morn 130 
With notes of joy, and leaping high, salute 
With, grateful tongae my hand, and frisk around 
In sportive circles ; 'till the loaded gun 
Breaks off their idle play^ and at my heels 
Snbmiss they follow, and await the word 125 
That bids them dash into the welcome woods. 
Nor less delight my beating heart distends, 
As with impatient stride I haste to gain 
The destin'd ground. Yet can I not forbear 
To gaze around, and mark the scene I lore. 130 
Sharp is the morning air, and not a doud 
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Sallies the lieaTeiis, in whoie higliest cope 
The rear of darkness slowly steals away; 
Whilst sick'ning at the daj^ the morning star 
Fades from, the strainiag eye. And soon n glow 
Springs in the dianging east}*— 4eep and nM^re 

deep 136 

The rosy colour grows, 'till it's great source^ 
The glorious sun, breaks on th' expe6Ung world, 
And throws a splendour o'er the wintry scene* 
Now wakes the country round, and mingPd 

sounds 140 

Invade th' attentive ear, through the clear ahr 
Unclogg'd by vapours, borne. The village car, 
Envious and quarrelsome^ is loudest heard ; 
'Till with wide-flapping wings the screaming geese 
Drown for a time his din. The sharp shrill voice 



Of angry mother, to their coarse repast 
Calluig her straggling childreii| next SQCceeds. 
Meantime, ^t intervals, the distant brook 
Swells hoarsely in the breeze, and scarcely seems 
A farlong distant. From the frosty fields, 150 
The lowing herds welcome tl^' approaching swain, 
With oaten burden heap'd upon his back. 
Labour again pursues his ?aried task : 
Let Sport hit task with equal steps pursue. 

choic^t season of the circling year, 155 
Though ev'ry season has appropriate joys, 

1 haU thy presence! and my rapt'rous soul 
Gires the full rein to joy. No burning sun 
Now checks my speed, nor bathes in weakening 

dews 
My fainting frame ; but the keen bracing air 16Q 



Fits me for vast and unremittiiig to3«- 
Let all the wint'ry stores that Nature owns. 
Redoubling load the earth ; nor sharpest frosty 
Nor hea?iest depth of snow, i^haill check mj 

course, 
Nor force me 'till the genial Spring's return, 1<S5 
To lay my gun aside. Nor is the sport • 
Less grateful than the season, ever new 
And varying; whilst by piercing cold constrain'd) 
And hunger's loud demands, from ey'ry point- 
The tenants of the woods and fields and floods 
Within a narrower compass crowd, and oft, 171 
From ling'ring death by no unfriendly fate 
Reliey'd, increase the fowler's cheerful spoils* 
On the hill top I pause, and cast around 
O'er the wide varied scene a doubtful eye, 175 
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uncertain where to tend. When first he com^ 
From his long jouriiej o'er th' unfriendlj maiii, 
With weary wing the woodcock throws him 

down, 
Impatient for repose, on the bare clifis ; 179 
Thence with short flight the nearest co?er seeksj 
liOw copse or straggling furze; 'till the deep woods 
Invite him to take up his &xt abode. 
Qft on the sheltcr'd side of some high hill, 
If cruel frost bind not th' ungrateful soil, 
Content he wanders, or beneath the shade 185 
Of 'scatter'd hollies, turns with curious bill 
The fall'n leaves, to find his hidden food. 
'When the thick shelter of the spreading woods 
His wand'ring eye with friendly aspect tempts, 
▲t morn ahd e?e he seeks the limpid streams, 190 



And spriiigiilg thetice, Ilk stated flij^t h& takes 
By the dim light) through op'nii^gMestthereoft 
The treacherous oet hit rapid course cuts shorty 
And his fast flutt'ring pinions beat in tiUii. 
But if with steep ascdnt he top the snare, 105 
Or side-long *6C9pe it, through the witherM ferns 
He picks his silent waj, or dozing lies 
In the o'er-shadowing bnsh, till with keen nose 
The ranging spaniel winds his close retreat, 
And drives him forth, to meet the fowler's aim. 



Where breaking into clumps, the scattered 
wood 
First opens to the sun, and winding dowit 
Between opposing hills, receives a^ stfeamc 
Whose bubbling fountain yields not to tiie force 
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Of keen invading frost, let us commence 205 
Our earnest sport. Though silently we beat 
At other, seasons, let our joyful cheers, 
In concert with the op'ning dogs, resound 
^< Hie in."-«At that glad word away they dart^^ 
And winding various ways, with careful speed^lO 
Explore the cover* Hark ! that quest proclaims 
The woodcock's haunt. Again! now joining all, 
They shake the echoing wood with tuneful notes* 
I heard the sounding wing*-«but down the wood 
He took his flight. I meet him there anon. 215 
As fast I press to gain the wish'd for spot, 
On eithcE side my busy spaniels try. 
At once they wheel— at once they open loud^ 
And the next instant, flush th' expe^ed bird. 
Right up he darts amongst the .mingling boughs; 
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But bare of leaves they hide not from tnj ?iew 
His fiited foriD) and ere he cam attain 

Th' attempted height^ with rapid flight to clelATe 
The yielding air^ arrested bj the shot^ • 924 
With shattered wing re?er8'd-and plumage fair 
Wide scatt'ring in the wind^ headlong he ialis« 
The pliant branches to his weight gi?e waj^ 
And the hard frozen ground his &11 retumStf 
See how the joyful dogs exulting, press 
Around the prostrate' Tidiim, nor presume 230 
With lawless mouths to tear his tender skin. 
Obedient to my voice, one lightly brings 
The lifeless bird, and lays it at my feet. 
Thus oft when skimming o'er some thorny brake^ 
Struck by the shot, the wounded bird has dropt 
fuW in its centre, through the tangl'd briars 93fif 
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The trusty dog his painfal passage works^ 
Nor leaves^ 'till from the dark abjss he drags, 
The flutt'ring prey, and yields it to my hand. 
^^ Forward again." Long is oar beat to-day, 240 
And unremitting. Merrily we trace 
The winding vales, and through the forest brush; 
Upon the bordering plain emerging oft. 
We swiftly glide along, then plunge again 
Into the woody labyrinth profound ; 250 

Whilst Echo, starting from her hollow seat, 
With babbling toice reverberates our course. 
Sport o'er our jovial toils presides, and faiis 
The ardent flame that in our bosom glows. 
Now granting, now denyiog to our hope 255 
The threaten'd bird^ enhancing thus the prize, 
^Till with increas'd delight, the feather'd spoil 



114 JfOWMMQ. 

Fills high oar breas^ aiidrockl>;.ftild.i 

streamiy 
Steep hill, or precipice abrupt^ aj^iear 
As smooth and easy as the new^mowi mead. 260 
There is a narrow paththait leads athwart . 
Th' entangPd shade, conda6iing to ,the- brow 
Of a steep hill, betwixt two mighty woods, 
Itself o'erspread with trees of himibler growth, 
And skirted round with hollies, fane, and shrubs 
Of meaner kind* Upon that fiivor'd spot M6 
Shines the warm sun^ and as a kindly screen. 
The forest fences the rough northern blast. 
Deep in the Tale below, a riv'let winds 
It^s interrupted way through moss and mire. 270 
To gafat that spot I haste : there oft success 
Has crown'd my warmest wishes, and if Pate 
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Forbid not, shall ib]0' happy morn 
Crown them again. The dogs shallrange around, 
Wide as thejr list ; for not a wing shall siart 971^ 
From tibte dose shdt'rini^ cover nnobserr'd. 
Beneath the crooked btanches, stooping low,' 
I win mj eager waj, and reach at length 
My well-known Station. From their warm retreat 
On ev'ry side th' affrighted. woodiSookslHurst, 280 
Bird after bird, wbUl»t ik^tient d^ath <^erfake^ 
Their intercepted .flight) and ^furtingdown 
Deep in th' oppQsjing Wood, Ihe rest I mark. 
Now, th^sarroubding^grouiidwdl c^ear'd, we call 
The panting dogs to.hed, aad ere we drive 385 
Precipitate4iitd the'woodff agai^. 
With ihort cessaiioif marjL the subjedt scene. 
Well rasif we pavse to-dq^l: may (Fortune smilb 
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As kiodlj on each fowler's gen'roiis toils, 
As she has done on ours! and manj a one 290 
£'en now her favor courts ; for wide aronnd 
The eonntrj echoes with the mingPd noise 
Of dogs and guns, and far resounding cheers. 
On yonder hill a fowler meets my eye. 
Where, spreading wide its naTigable wa? e, ^05 
The winding river severs in its course 
The kindred soil, — diminish'd to a dwarf 
Himself,— his dogs as dwarfish, and the jm^gke 
That issues from his gun, long time precedes 
The faint report. How grateful is the beam 900 
Of thei meridian sun, that cheers the world 
With no intemp'rate warmth ! All nature owns 
His ^ov'reignty benign, and where he points 
His condescending ray, the mourning Earth 
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Smiles fointly^ whilst his icj gripe awhile, 305 
Stern Winter half relaxes. Were it not 
For the bare forest, and the sallow fields^ 
Their withered herbage sprinkl'd o'er with frost. 
The wanton smile of Summer might be deem'd 
To play upon yon azure wave, where rides 310 
The vessel whose gay flag descends in folds 
From the high top-mast, by no breeze disturb'd. 
Yet far more grateful now the rudest scene 
Of the rough season to the fowler's eye. 
Presaging all the fulness of his sport 316 

No more we linger here, but rushing down, 
Deep through the dusky woods pursue our way* 
The woods again resound; whilst wand'ring wide 
O'er hill and yale,. by many a frozen pool 
Or trickling stream]^ from hour to hour we nrge 
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The Tarjring chace> 't|U on the western edge 9il 
Of a gigantic forest^ whose dec^ shade 
Now glimmers in the fading light, we end 
Reludantly the day, an4 torn oat stqps 3M 
Towards oar far distant home* Yet shati the way 
Seem short, by many a pleashtfg thoaghf4>^a!lM, 
Of recouped or of fatftiift (port?- 
Night steals npofti the .wqrld with silent step 
And rapid, bat in vaiiiiihe spreads aroand ' 
Her envious gloom ; the JB^itt'ring stars jnirade 330 
Her sullen pow'r^ andf soon ^he welcome inoitti 
Shall reign triumphant o'er the atibjedt world. 
E'en now I mark her first pale beam ^.ppeiir 
Between die trees, most like^ thc(*tihBitiUiifg ray 
Of taper, in the cottage wiiidow plac^. MS 
But broader soon it swi^ upoti the fifht, . ' 
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With pleasing majestj confess'd^ and drives 
Far o'er the rugged hills the frpwniiig shades. 
Now with invisible bat steady hand. 
Obdurate Frost his busy labour plies, . 340 

And walking o'er the trembling earth, repairs 
Th« ruins of the day, by the warm su& 
Effedied, or invading foot of man, 
Or beast* The floating fragments he collet 
And firmly fixes ;. on the straggling stream 345 
He lays his pow'rful hand with added foroe, 
And it becomes ere mom a glittering bridge. 
E'en the loud rushing catara^ he robs 
Of half his waters, and to uncouth forms 349 
Converting, hangs them to the slipp'ry rocks. 
Shrill cries the snipe beneath the friendly mopn, 
Wand'ring to find the springs, constrain'd to quit 
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The long frequented marsh, whose rushj pooISf 
Lock'd up in ice, repel his searching bill. 
The heav'ns, the earth, and the keen air foretell 
Severer cold. The menace I despise, 356 

And triumph in my winter-harden'd frame, 
And quick unwearied step, that bids the blood 
With lively current circle through my veins. 
Unhappy he, who on the slipp'ry road 360 

Pestrides his stagg'ring steed, and vainly strives 

To fence him from the keen opposing blast, 

Ml 

Whose searching breath benumbs his shiv'ring 

limbs: 
And, oft alighting, by the bridle drags 
His starting, trembling beast. No ice retards 365 
My steady course ; but cheerfully I pass 
Along the destin'd way, and pleas'd, revolve 
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Full many a promis'd pleasure yet to come. 
Nor mulBit a day be lost* Ere the stem frost 
Has ev'ry stream in icy fetters bound, 370 

We must ensure the sport. The woodcock then 
Forsakes the barren woods, forsakes the meads, 
And southward wings his way, by Nature taught 
To seek once more the cli£& that o?erhang 
The murm'ring main. There oft th' unfrozen 

rill, 37b 

Moist'ning the scanty soil, full in the beam 
Of the warm sun his eager eye invites, 
And kindly cherishes his feeble frame* 
Then flag the fowler's joys, when frowning rocks 
Forbid approach, and scarce the clambering dogs 
Can gain a footing; whilst the birds discern 
Far off their forms, and flit from crag to crag% 
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Mocktng the ti^ pnmiit, Bat when again, 
His fiercest fury spent, the Winter cheeks 
His deep career, and sullenlj withdnlws 385 
With itttermitthig hand his icy chains 
From the (ctesj^ondtng itreams, tte wdodc6ck 

' kttves 
His unbeloT'd abobeiittd sdanty fiire, 
And 'hies hioi to 'the shelt'riag woocfo, in search 
Of liis old fruitful haunts ; where feeding foil, 390 
He renovates his strength, prepar'd to take^ 
If Fate pir^ent him ^<fty his painful Toyage 
With hardier wing across the swelling seAa. 
TAfto Idse we not a day.. To-morrow's dawn 
Shill llKht'ns iro tiie woods, int^t to swell 395 
With hdheM pHde the iriumphs 6f tiie year^ 
TUrdh|h lit'fjr 66to6n. We h«?e yet in store 



SucceediBg jojs; tocbaoe tke'wat'riBg.smipe, 
And, by the m^r'i^ side, wiiose tapkL fklls 
Deride the 1»affl'4 frost, the rariotts tribes 4Q0 
Web^^ted, 'till the efccling yeax bting kk 
The smiting ^priD|r4gaiD) and bid mchaage 
The solid gun, for the light bending rod 
And silken line^ — Thus Sport shall still preside 
O'er ev'ry hour that Exercbe and Health 405 
Can justly claim. N.ow wekojae to my view 
My humble home,— the cheerful blazing fire 
More welcome still, and soon prepar'd repast* 
Yon dog that bays the moon with ceaseless din, 
Proclaims that home not distant ; now it gleams 
In the pale moon-beam, and a few short steps 
Condu^ me to the ready op'ning gate. 
Ye frozen woods, and fields, and streams, farewell I 
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And you ye feather'd tenants^ for the night ! 
Enough for me, with joyous eye to view 415 
Your lifeless fellows ; whilst inspiring Hope 
Shall deem the grateful spoil a certain pledge 
Of dear delightful pleasures yet to come. 
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SNIPE SHOOTING, 
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Now has stern Winter rear'd his icy throne ■ 
High o'er the prostrate world, and reigns 

uncheckM 
In gorgeous m^esty severely bright : 
Beneath his furioas sway^ the trembling earth 
Sabmissi?e sinks; hill, ?ale, and wood, and stream. 
Smiling and vocal once, now mute and sad. 
High rise the glitt'ring mounts of drifted snow 
With curling top. The pointed ice depends 
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Frequent and full from many a solid base. 
Transform'd the country stands. The traT'Uer 

shrinks^ 10 

Dreading his unknown way; e'en they, who us'd 
Beneath the Summer sun to wander wild 
Thro' flow'ry meads, or high o'er-arching woods. 
Or by the murm'ring riT'let's mossy bank, 
Now dread the open plain, or public road, 15 
Beset with dangers to their fearful eye. 
The fowler mocks their fears, nor dreads to tempt 
The threat'ning scene, o'er le?ell'd hills to pass, 
And frozen streams conceal'd, and woods 

disguis'd. 
And does there for the fowler's hopes remsun 20 
A sport at this wild season ? Yes there does ; 
Though of the feather'd. tribes by Famine's gripe 
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Fall nmliitiides^ gasping in rockj caTes 
And 'ImiUow teees, their little lives away. 
The snipe, though sorely pinch'd, and half 

rednc'd 35 

In bulky still brayes the year; with prying bill 
Bores the light cover'd stream, and should it fiiil, 
By hunger tam'd, drops in the trickling drain 
Near dreaded man's abode. A lively sport 
Affording to the fowler's varying hand, 30 

As wheeling, oft returns, though often sprung. 
The noisy bird. But a far nobler spoil 
Awaits him on the river ; where the rocks 
Aiding the roaring stream, it keeps at bay 
The eager frost, and many a broken pool, 35 
Half liquid and half solid, fprms; the haunt 
Of all the kindred tribes that love to eleave 
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With glossj, breast and paddling feet >the flood; 
Widgeon, or.teal, or duck, — ^majestic swan,^ 
Or heavy goose— 'With many, a fowl beside 40 
Of lesser size and note, who, when the world 
Has sunk to rest, , beneath the moon-beaoMlash 
The sparkling tide. To-day we spring the snipe, 
And with an. eye as .keen as does, the bird 
Himself, by hunger's strongest law pompell'd, .45 
Explore each sheltered drain, or hollow ditch* .. 
CurPd on their warm and strawy beds, repose . 
My dogs, saye two,^whose coats sable and white. 
And speckl'dlegs, and tail, well fring'd, and ears 
Of glossy silken black, declare their kind, 50 
By land or water, equally prepar'd .. 
To work their busy way. My steps alone . 
Thesf^ follow in the depth of Wint^rf s reign. » 
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O'ermany amead^and many a marsh- we pass^ 
Deep frozen ; 'till at length we reach a moor: 6i 
Fast by a yillage, where: at mom and e?e 
The herdsy in search of drink, with pond'ronsfeet 
Ha?e pierc'd the rushy pools. . With flatt'ring 

wing 
Rises the clam'rons wisp — scattering at first 
In air directions, but when high in air 60 

Again unites, and wheels its wa? 'ring flight. 
Oft on the shining hill they seem to drop^ 
And almost brush the snows^ then: rise again; 
As quickly to the vale once more descend; •. 
'Till now in narrower circles round the moor, 65 
Unwilling to forsake their fa?'rite haunt, . 
They skim, then dart with rapid wing at oncei 
Among the rushes,t—biit relentless Fate . 
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Demands a Tidtim, and die thnnd'ring gun 
Soon executes the stem decree-*lie fiidis, 90 
And stains the virgin snow with crnnson gore. . 
At the dread soond again they mount aloft, 
Affrighted sore, nor with so quick return 
The dang'rous ground reseek^ but fall around 
Beneath the sunny hedges.*^yain resource ! 76 
Soon shall we beat them np: but see^ to glad 
Our hearty those gath'ring clouds in the dun east 
Presaging snow. Before the swelling breeze 
They drive along, and blot the azure heav'ns, 
And blot the fading sun. Now the thin flakes 
Descending float around, but soon increase, 81 
'Till all the mazy scene swims loosely round. 
I hail the foil, my only care to keep 
My priming dry: for hark ! the snipes distressed, 
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OA the wing agaifi> and hither bend 85 
ir vnpropitioiis way. Beneatii tius hedge 
ten we onrsel? es and dogs— dose o'er our head 

I birds will skim : thej come, compaA and 

close; 
en instant 'mid their ranks the whistling shot 
Bads dire destm^ion. Yarions is their fisite; 
le lifeless foil, others, with flatt'ring wing 91 
empt, in Tain, to rise again in air j[ 
; soon one common fate in?ol?es them all ; 
dr poor remains of life mj ready hand 
th expeditions mercy seiaes. Thus we uige 
* joyous sport, whilst others shi? 'ring tww 96 
)m Mnoky dwellings the wild Winter's day, 

II early darkness creeps upon the scene: 
9 slowly leare the moor, resolv'd to seek 
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By earliest break of day, the ri?er's side. ' 100 
The SDOw .has ceas'd to fall : the gloomy clouds, 
Retiring like disbanded troops, disperse 
In.alLdiredtions, .and leave Hea?n's wide plain 
Free, for the glitt'ring stars their num- rous bands 
Irregular to muster. > Frost his rage 105 

Abates not; but with persevering spleen 
Stiffens the new-fall'n snow. The village pours 
From ev'ry chimney volumes of thick smoke, 
From.the dry faggot or the close par'd turf 
Arising, of more pure and wholesome'^ scent 110 
Than the rank coal sulphureous. Happy they. 
Whose, scanty cottage, holds within its ' walls 
The ready fuel pil'd; they, need not brave 
The season's fury, from the furzy brake, ' 114 
Or frozen wood, with hands benumbed, to pick. 
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And shiv'ring limbs ill guarded from the cold, 
The casaal branch strewed by the wint'ry wind. 
For see yon motley crew ad?ancing slow. 
Beneath their burdens on the slipp'ry road; 
Nor male nor female their uncouth attire, 120 
But ill compos'd of each,-«female their sex. 
Various their ages— by the stooping side 
Of *feeble matron, walks with ?ig'rous step. 
In the full bloom of youth, the buxom maid; 
The quilted petticoat, once glossy bright, 125 
Rusty and soiPd, and streaming to the wind, 
Denotes them best ; for on their shoulders hangs 
The faded coat, with gorgeous buttons once 
Thick studded; now but one remains alone, 
To guard it from desertion. The flapp'd hat, 130 
Rejedted by the lordly husband^' rent 
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Disastroasly ; nor can we spare to sigh 
At the dishononr'd scarlet, feint wd wan. 
And stript of all appendages ; tkoiigh once 
Witk innate pride of Britisk Talonr, #ortt 139 
On the thick tented plain, nogr e'er design'd 
For such ignoble use. Laborions band I 
Fall hardly ha?e yon earn'd the scanty meaia 
Of a short honr of needful ease and wannlli^ 
Bat liFCS there, righteous Hea?'n, th' nnjntying 
man, 140 

Who, blest with all that fortune can bestow^ 
Forbids the shiv'ring fillager to take 
The useless refuse ?*-^odu his guarded gates 
Without ramorae; and should an hapless fiaot 
Upon bis parks intrude, enrag'd; lets loose 141 
His upstart nenials on the tMnl>ting wretch ? 
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Ah I can the sparkling glass be sweet to him ? 
Can his proud fires impart a pleasing warmth ? 
Or can he^ on his downy pillow^ plaee 
His weary head^ expe6Ung calm repose ? 150 
Repose, the wisest and the sweetest gift 
That lib'ral Nature grants, rend'ring more fair 
The fairest morn. Come, gentle pow'r, bind up 
My bnsy wand'ring thoughts in welcome chains 1 
The shadowy Night has nearly run her course 
Over the silent world-— the cock repeats 150^ 
His warning note. Beho?es us to prepare 
For our exposed sport. Now, when the stars 
Slowly decrease, and the £iint glimm'ring light 
First trembles in the east, we hasten forth, 160 
To seek the rushing river's wandering wave. 
The doubtful gloom shall favor our approach, 
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And should we through th' o'crhanging bushes, 

view 
The dim.discof ered flock, the well.aim'd shot 
Shall ha?e insnr'd success, nor leave the day 165 
To be consumed in vain. For shy the game, 
Nor easy of access: the fowler's toils 
Precarious ; but innr'd to ev'ry. chance 
We urge those toils with glee. E'en the broad 

sun. 
In his meridian brightness, shall not check ' 170 
Our steady labour; for some rushy pool, 
Some hoUow^ willowy bank, the skulking birds 
May then conceal, which our staunch dogs shall 

pierce. 
And drive them clam'ring forth. Those tow'ring 

rocks, 
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With nodding wood o'erhung, that faintly break 
Upon the straining eye, descending deep, 176 
, A hollow basin form, the which receiyes 
The foaming torrent from aboTe. Around 
Thick alders grow. We steal upon the spot 
With cautious step, and peering out, survey 180 
The restless flood. No objedt meets our eye. 
But hark! what sound is that approaching near? 
<< Down close" — ^The wild-ducks come, and 

darting down. 
Throw up on ev'ry side the troubPd wave : 
Then gaily swim around with idle play. 185 
With breath restrain'd, and palpitating heart, 
I ?iew their movements, whilst my well-tauglit 

dogs. 
Like lifeless statues crouch. Now is the time. 
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Closer thej join ; nor will the growing light 
4^dinit of more delay — With fiery burst, 190 
The unezpedied death iuTades the flock ; 
Tumbling they lie, and beat the flashing pool. 
Whilst those remoter from the fatal range 
Of the swift shot, mount up on yig'rous wing, 
And wake the sleeping echoes as they fly* 196 
Quick on the floating spoil my spaniels rush^ 
And drag them to the shore. Where now is 

Doubt, 
Or Disappointment? For the day we bid • 
Pefiance to their pow'r, and yield our soul 
To all the fulness of successful sport* 300 

Now forward shall we press with hasty step; 
The sounding gun has, doubtless, driveii fur off 
Eack nei^b'ring wing. B«t many a winding Tale 
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May yet be traTen'd, ere the sun shall mk 
Beneath the westem hills. The growing liglrt 
Opens the wint'ry scene, and soon the sna '305 
With cheerfiil beam shall meet bs. Now the 

heay'ns 
Foretell his near approach, and now he drives 
His ruby car along the eastern sky. 
What pen or pencil shall presume to draw 210 
The glowing scene-^the rosy hue that paints 
The glist'nmg snow, the fiery gleams that flash 
From chrystal icicles, that deck the rocks 
Or hoary willow's roots, and with a flood 
Of brightest splendour light the riyer up. 315 
Now wand'ring by the riyer's winding side 
Its mazy course we trace, explore each' creek. 
Islet or iihelter'd cove, the wild fowFs haunts 
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Oft crossing on the solid ice wr changed i 
Oar shjftiBg eonrsej whilst Tarious^Spott repayt 
Our toils. The coot escapetaot^ nor -the shy 220 
And cunning rail; nor fail we to surprize 
The teal and widgeon oft; Some prey rewards 
Our progress^ . 'till once more the sun inflames ■ 
With redd'ning beams the scene ;. then o'er the 
hills, 225 

With heart elate and lightsome step, pursue: 
Our nearest homeward path. Let the loud winds 
Whistle without, the clatt'ring hail descend,-. 
Or snowy tempest driye, and, ere the room^ . 
CoTcr the sloping thatch ; the .fowler loves 230 
The sound, enjoys his blazing hearth the. more; 
And ease well purchas'd by. the daily toil. 
Nor idly pass the ling?ring hours of. ere. . 



VOWLINO* 143 

Music and bool^, dae interchange, beguile 
The fleeting, time, if not more blest his lot, 235 
With sweet domestic joys refin'd and pure. 
The faithful partner, and the youthful throng, 
Blooming with rosy health, whose loud surprise 
Calls forth a smile, as, crowding roaB,d they yielr 
With wond' ring eyes the yarious spoils outspread. 
And oft he summons to his social board 
His^brother sportsmen, and devotes the hours - 
To harmless Mirth, and chasten'd Jollity ; 
Whilst each, in turn, runs o'er the rapid tale 
Of' many a sportive day— -his hopes, his. fears, . 
His troubles, or his joys; and, joining, oft 246 
They plan some enterprize of greater weight. 
Some scene of distant sport, — protra^ed march, 
And unremitting toil, remote fronthome. 
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Thus merrtlj, with tale or song, they chaoe 960 
The hours of night, unconscioos of their fl%ht 



O dear delights, O joys for eyer new! 
What can express yonr worth ? The miser views 
His hoarded gold, nor dares to tasite its use* 
Ambition's yot'ry climbs the toilsome path 965 
To win the giddy height, but wins it not ; 
Or won, unsafe ho stands, and swiftly hnrljd. 
By fickle Fortune's quick revohring wheel, 
Into the former depth. Grov'lling and gross. 
The sensualist perverts the choicest gifts 960 
That Nature yields him ; sottishly destroys 
The pow'rs of life, and cuts existence short. 
And, mid the mighty multitude, how few 
The joys of reason and of sense unite! 
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Whilst narrow Bigotry, and cynic Pride 265 
Enslave the fetter'd mind. Spleen sours the 

heart, 
And opes a path for Envy, balefiil hag. 
Then oft more happy they, whose friendly fate. 
Beyond the human whirlpool's vortex dire, 
Has set them safely down ; and happier still 270 
Who love the sylvan sport, that cheers the mind 
With sweet diversion, and with bounteous health 
Endues the sprightly frame. And e'en those ills, 
By sov'reign wisdom far above the ken 
Of scanty human knowledge, doom'd to be 275 
Th' inevitable lot of mortal man. 
It mitigates and soothes ; whilst lighter cares 
Before its influence, like the driving mists, 
Disperse and vanish. Ever blest the Fate^ 
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That gave me in the rural scene to draw 280 
My infant breath-^that led my childish feet 
O^er hill and yalley, by the glassy stream, 
Or throngh the wild wood's shade: to brave the 

heat 
Of scorching Summer, and to dare the rage 
Of Winter loud and fierce; o'er drifted snows 
Fearless to ro?e, and tempt the sounding ice ! 
Whence, smitten with the love of ei*ry sport 
The Taried country yields, my youthful heart 
Recei?'d impressions, which the hand of Time 
Shall ne'er efface. Chief when the sounding gon 
StoppM in his mid career the wheeling bird, 291 
And brought it to the earth ; resemblance meet 
Of the sulphureous flash that fires the heaT'ns. 
Amid the rural scene still be it mine 
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To pass my peaceful days. No pop'lous town^ 
Noisy and gay, of lofty buildings proud, 295 
With sculpture grac'd, possesses charms for me. 
More grateful to my eye the mountain rock, 
Worn by the hand of Time, that frowning bends 
O'er the low grassy Tale, the sweeping wood, 300 
And ri?er winding swift its murmuring way ; 
Nor the fantastic luxuries of life 
My sober wishes moTC. No tinseli'd robe 
Excites my envy—- far more dear to me. 
The homely russet garb, in which through woods 
Of kindred hue my joyous sport I urge. 306 
And can the costly perfumes, which the light 
And fickle yoice of Fashion loads with praise, 
Vie with the breath of morn, o'er thymy hills 
And flow'ry meadows wafted ? What bright gem 

l2 
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■ 

Can match the blazing sun, from which it draws 

Its imitatiTe raj ? And who, that feels 

Nature's invigorating pow'r, regrets 

The sumptuous banquet, which rewards the guests 

With many a dire distemper, oft with death ? 315 

But, height of human Tanity! to prize 

The sculptur'd monument, in fretted aisle 

With ostentatious grandeur rais'd aloft, 

Exaltiug the yain perishable dust. 

E'en at the soul's expencel When Heav'o 

requires 320 

The spirit which it ga?e, a yerdant turf, 
Beside some low and simple village spire, 
Haply in woody vale with mountains girt. 
The scene of harmless joys, my relics shroud. 
The early sportsman oft may view the spot, 335 
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And kindly breathe the charitable wish ; 
The sun at least may smile, the dews of Heav'a 
Softly descend ; and Nature's gentle voice 
Oft whisper sweetly o'er the grassy mound. 
Nature ! admir'd and loT'd ! with thee began 330 
The sportive strain, with thee the strain shall end. 



Is there who, dead to feeling, never heard 
Thy sweet inviting voice, that gently calls 
To pleasures ever new— for whom thine hand 
Has deck'd the seasons, the green budding Spring, 
The glowing Summer, Autumn rich in fruits, 
And Winter clad in ermine robe, in vain ? 
Can the sweet breath of flow Vs, the song of birdB| 
The waving forest,- and the murm'ring stream. 
Inspire no soft delight? The tow'ring rock, 349 



150 FOWLING.^ 

Or foamiDg torrent, or the dazzling sight 

Of wint'rj splendour, raise no sacred awe ?" 

Unhappy is his fate, though Fortune show'r, 

Her envied favors thick upon his head! 

O great and beautiful in all thy works, 

In ev'ry season and in ev'ry scene ! 

May the life-blood, that circles round my heart, 

Forget to flow when I forget thy praise, 

Or fail to seek thee with industrious foot 

In all thy yaried walks ; whilst Sport shall throw 

O'er all thy charms a loTclier brighter grace. 



THE END. 
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